
"The Song of the Sirens"
By DOROTHY SCARBOROUGH.

EDWARD LUCAS WHITE, author of
and The Unwilling

Veital, successful impressionistic histori-

cal novels presenting the life of Para-

guay anil of ancient Rome, now turns his

t.'dents to the short story. In this new

volume, The Song of the Sirens, he brings
together a dozen narratives of far coun-

tries and the dim past. Here he is less

Miecessful, for in a short (ale it is more

difficult to recreate remote scenes and in

cidents than in a novel, where there is

more time in which to reproduce the at-

mosphere at it was.

The incidents in these studies seem
veracious and sur.h as might have hap-

pened long ago, or at least more than or-

dinary scholarship would lx! required to
point out anachronisms. But the dia-

logue is in various cases inconsistently
modem. It isn't likely that a daughter
of antique Greece would speak of her
father as Daddy and "dear old Dad," or
call her lover "You awful child." The
conversations have the colloquial charac-
ter of present day speech, as where Caxar
sneers at Clodius, "You'd bj philandering
around my wife if you dared. You, ready
to risk anything, let alone everything, for
.her sake." And again, he calls him "You
ninny!" In the sam- - story jfompey's
wife remarks, "One never docs the sight-

seeing that is easiest." But perhaps Mr.
White seeks modern equivalents for
Roman slang.

In every resrvcef save in dialogue the
verisimilitude is convincing. The de-

scriptions arc vivid and each detail of life
is impressive.

The preface is the most interesting part
of the book, for here the author analyzes
his dream life, showing the genesis of the
narratives in the collection. Their dream
origin gives them a poculiar imaginative
power, together with an unsubstantially.
White says:

"A day dreamer I have l)een from boy-
hood, haunted, no matter what my task,
by imaginations, mostly approximating
some form of fictitious narrative; imagi-

nations beyond my power to banish and
seldom entirely within my power to alter,
modify or control.

"Besides, I have in my sleep dreamed
many dreams which after waking I could
remember; some dimly, vaguely or
faintly; others clearly, vividly or in-

tensely. A majority of these dreams have
been such as come to most sleepers, but a
minority have been such as visit few
dreamers.

"Sometimes I wake with tbe most dis-

tinct recollection of a picture, definite
and with a multitude of details. Such
was the dream, on the night of February
17, 1906, in which T saw the vision on
which is based the tale of The Song of .the
Sirens; saw it. not as a painted pic-

ture, but as if I liad been on the cross-tre- es

of a vessel under that intense blue
sky, gazing at the magic islet and its por-

tentous occupants. The dream was more
marvellous since there was. nothing in lit-

erature or art suggesting anything which

I beheld in that vision of the two living
shapes."

Some of the stories posstss considera-
ble dramatic, force, its The Flambeau
Bracket, concerning which the writer
says:

""Of leu I wake with the sensation of
having just finished reading a book or
story. Generally I an recall the form
and appearance of the book and can al-

most see tho last page, siw, shape, quality
of paper and kind of type, with every
letter of the last sentence.

"Such a dream was that from which I
woke shuddering, tingling with horror of
the revelation at the end of The Flam-

beau Brarkrt, with the last three sentences
of it, word for word as they stand in the
story, branded on my sight. Yet I wa3
not able to recall in its entirety the tale
I had just read, for in the dream the
whole action took place on the window-sil- l,

and what was said and done there dis-

closed all that had gone before and im-

plied unmistakably all that was to come
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after. , This superlative artistry 1 could
not attain to in writing the talc."

Dhvola, which is the outstanding story
in the book, owes its creation to a dream
which recurred again and again, over a
period of twelve years, coming sometimes
twice weekly, sometimes only once in six
months.

"DUrala is told exactly as I dreamed
it ; the ending, from getting my eyes
alwve the level of the windowsill, came
once only. Three or four times the dream
began with my escape from the massa-

cre of my company in the wood; gener-
ally, however, it began when I awoke in
the dark in the dream and saw the light
twinkling far away across the valley. So
existent path which my feet have trod
is letter known to rac than that dream
path. . . . But the climax of that
dream amazed me even more than the
climax of the tale will probably startle a
sensitive reader. T, in my dream, did not
read it; it happened to me. The diaboli-

cal ingenuity of it still gives me spinal in-

tuitions."
These pictures and near pictures, to

use the author's own term in another ap-

plication, are interesting more from the
standpoint of dream psychology than
that of luVtory or literature.

THE SOXG OK THE SIRENS. By
Lucas White. E. 1. Duttcm &

Co. $1.90.

"A Daughter of
Two Worlds"

A DAUGHTER OF TWO WORLDS,
by Leroy Scott, is a fine mixture

of love and crime. During its course

three murders are accomplished, the
heroine commits forgery twice and mar-

ries as often, disappearances arc an
everyday occurrence and the char-

acters are forever clutching at one an-

other's throats and threatening unutter-

able things. A shudder for every page
is Mr. Scott's rule. He has the inont
enviable faculty of making all crimes ap-

pear justifiable exactly what we would
liavc done ourselves in Uic circumstances
even to the blackest murder of Black
Jerry. This delightful character is the
proprietor of a low dance hall in New
York and has the distinction of being the
heroine's father. When his daughter Jen-

nie is sixteen, still a child in fact with
only one forgery to her credit, he decides
that the dancing den is no place for her
and enters her in a fashionable girls'
school under an assumed name, having
every confidence that she will eventually
conquer her new world.

Air. Scott shows great ability at char-

acterization and u most ingenious imagi-

nation. Although his story follows a
licaten track, it is so dexterously and dra-

matically liandled as to bear telling again.
The grim figure of Black Jerry is strongly
drawn, Jennie's three lovers arc varied
and convincing, while Jennie herself is
thai felicitous combination of fun, beauty
and talent native to melodrama. After
she has conquered the new world the old
one is seen to have followed her in its
doggnl way and to be about to confound
her. It is enough to make you gnash
you teeth and yet it develops for the best.
With many a flourish of revolvers the
story ends minus several of the original
cast,, it is true, but Imppily withal. It will
give solid satisfaction to lovers of lurid
sentimentality and' hurdling of the blood'
in the way of light reading, and there are
many so addicted.

A DAUGHTER OF TWO WORLDS. By
IntOY Scott. Boston: Houghton Mifflin
Company. $1.60.

"An American Poilu"
letters which have been put

THE to make An American Poilu

were written July 21, 1917, and

November IS, 1018, by an American in

his thirties who was first an orderly in

the hospital at Xcirilly. There ho met a

wounded French captain of infantry with

whom he formed a strong friendship. As
n result the American, E H- -
obtained pcrnilsMon" from the War De-

partment to enlist m the French army and
went to the, front Kith his friend. In
June. 'WIS, this American poilu won the
Croit de Guerre; afterward he was again
''cited'' 'and when the war ended he was
recovering frm a shot which disabled lioth

knew. ' '

Thw American was evidently a man-o-

sensitive and poetic temperament and his
letters so reflect his accustomed dreams
and Jiis habitual .elevation aqdireiineinent
of poetic thought that any attempt to
summarize them would be fnjjle. Nor

would it be possible to do them juici by

brief quotations. It is beat simply to
characterize them; and perhaps this may
lnoit adequately lie done by repeating
part of the introduction to the book, writ-
ten by Sara Ware Bassett of Boston. She

says of E H :
"He was not a boy to be fascinated by

tho glamour of adventure; neither was he
of the type to whose imagination a mili-

tary career appealed. It was only Jus
love for France and for his fellow man

thai lured him. . . . His modest de-

light in his Croix de Guerre and in his
second citation is childlike in its 'wonder.
' I have been cited for the French Cross

I, who was never a soldier!' It was, as he

said, 'the climax of the unexpected.' He
alludes only sketchily, however, to" the
martial turmoil seething about him. In-

stead his letters are redolent with the per-

fume of gardens and rich with the kaleido-
scopic hues of countryside, stream and
woodland."

Which is all just and true. We may
illustrate with two sentences from a let-

ter written in hospital: "At 7 o'clock

Grandmerc will come in and twenty heads
(some bandaged like badly wrapped
mummies an eye, a nose, 'en panne') will

pop up from twenty cots and ery 4Bon

jour, Grandmcre.' Then the blcsse near-

est the window will reach out with a
crutch and open the casement, and gold,
dew, leaves, garden, morn, fragrance will
rush in and chase the sleep out of the

--ward." . . . Those who look for the
loveliness of life about them will be nour-

ished by this book of letters.

AN AMERICAN TOILU. By :

Boston: Little, Brown & Co.

"The Private Wire
To Washington"

"man who stayed home" in warTHE has been made the hero of at
least two plays since 1914, and in each

ease he did it voluntarily to play the spy.
But the man who stays home in Tlte Pri-

vate Wire to Washington does so for not
so laudable a reason and then turns secret
nervice agent in an effort to get even with
the persons who caused his undoing. Just
what that reason was or who were the
persons who caused Robert Winthrop to
get into this mess this reporter declines to
reveal here. Harold MaeGrath's solution
of the mystery is altogether too clever and
too unexpected (granting its unreality) to
be spoiled for the reader in advance. The
events in the book surely do put Robert
Winthrop in a very bad light, and on the
daj that Molly Ellis discovered Win-thro-

spectacles were made of common
glass things looked very dark for him in-

deed. For Winthrop let. it be known he
couldn't get-int- the army because his eyes
were not up to the proper military stand-aw- l.

Much of this is revealed through inci-

dents occurring at the Ellis country place
on the south shore of Long Island, where
Kllis pcre lias a private wire to Washing-
ton installed. It is discovered that some
one in the house is receiving messages
from Washington that are used against
the United States in the prosecution of
the war. Every one takes a hand at finding
out who, uses the wire, but it is Robert Win-

throp who really spots the receiver ,of in-

formation, aided by some secret service? men
who arc' the real thing. Hut this is not all.
1 laving the men who transmitted the news
to the enemy submarine lying oil the coast
was one thing; to "pot" the submarine was
quite another.. And here Robert Winthrop
shone again. Only lcfore he left on this
most perilous stunt of all- he had to write
a letter to Molly selling himself straight,
which letter forms the real clue to the plot.
Tn this, tale of action Mr. MaeGrath has

one of the best of all his and
one that has a "kick" at the end of a
novel and quite unexpected character.

THE PRIVATE WIRE" TO WASHING-TOX- .

By Harou MaiHTeatU. Harper Jb

Brothers. SO.".
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'Phoebe'- - t
By GRANT M. OVERTON.

IT would be plcasanter not to say ni

thing at all about Phoebe. Bti!

Phoebe is by Eleanor Gales, who wrote

The Poor Littlt Ril Girl, and people

will be curious alxjut it and wonder why

wc say nothing. So we had better say

that Eleanor Gates has written another

story about another ioor little rich girl,

oidy not so good; in fact, not good at all.
Tlrs oor little rich girl is 14 ears old

and her father talks to her strangely.
"'Well, yon see,' her father answered,

'having you go this way spared your dear
little heart. N'o good-by- s or tears. But
pretty soon Grandma's, with Uncle Boh.

and Uncle John, and'a big garden and a
horst "

"'A horse!' marvelN-- l'hoebc."
We cannot compass (ourselves) the pic-

ture of a. 14-- v ear-ol- d in I hex; days who
would stand for that .sort of thiug; and
even city children seldom marvel at the
idea of a horse. Dspit' the triumphs of
Henry Ford city children do not have to
go to the zoo to see a hors'. This passage
is not a lapse. The author of Phoebe in-

sists throughout upon a childishness that
will excite bewilderment where it docs not
arouse scorn.

Tin; story is all nlxmt the terrible
tragedy of the 14-- j car-ol- d when her
father took her from her mother and her
mother went t Reno (where she died) ;

and the dreadful anxieties of Phoebe con-

cerning a possible stepmother and the
happy resolution of these matters. All

that this ld knows about the
world seems to have been gleaned from
attendance at the movies, and surely
never was a story in which the movies

were mentioned so often and with such
constant and uncritical rapture. William
S. Hart eonld well afford to buy an edi-

tion of Phoebe and give it away to all his
friends and enemies; it would be good ad-

vertising. Ourselves, we get immense de-

light out of young 'girl stories as written
by such popular novelists as Gene Strat-lon-Por- ter

and Eleanor Hallowcll Abbott
but whatever may be said about the

work of these writers it is not aracmie.

Phoebe is, quite painfully so.

PHOEBE. By Gates. George
Sully 4 Co. $1.50.

"Green Valley"
the best thing about KatharineQUITE

talc of Green Valley is

the dedication, which is "To all the liftle
one horse towns, where life is sweet and
roomy and old fashioned; where the days
are full of sunshine and rain and work;
where neighbors really neighbor and men
and women are' life size." If this wSire fol-

lowed by a real story it would have point
as well as charm; but the book, is not much
more than an expansion of the dedication.
There is here really no story. At the out-

set wc meet the Young Man and the
Young Woman; after a very s

they find themselves together hi Green
Valley, with neither rivalled in the at-

tention of the other; and the reader set-

tles down more or less patiently for the
only predictable outcome of their

The Young Woman is the daughter of a
diplomat, no less; the Yuug Man is the
"last of the Churchills" only his name
happens to be John Roger Churchill
Knight, for his father was a missionary
in India, whose admirable devotion to his
life work eventually killed his homesick
wife. Tbe reader may feel that the affair

'
of Nanny Ainslce and the Rev. Mr.
Knight is unduly retarded, but the reader
will be conscious that the author does not
feel that way. ncr pages are tilled with
the life of Green Valley, a small Middle
Western town, populated by the jieople
who inliabit such towns. There are the
nicau man, the town drunkard, the old

lady who sets every one's affairs right.

GREEN VALLEY. llv Ktiiak:nk Reyn-

olds. Boton: Little, Broun Co. $1.50.

The Crescent Moon
Scond Edition Rrad'j ikis Week Net, $1.75

; 1I Capt. F. BRE'FFYOUNG, Author of "Marching on Tanga."
j The New York Tribune calls it "A ringularty pewerful tale."
j The Boston Pod: "A real yrrn, so well written that it actually

tat es you into Africa.."
The World: "A flaming story ci ras'ion, devotion trea' he-- y

m'l heroic sacrifice."
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